for him.

Fie opencd bis lips now in discontent.
“They have written so much sbout the
ses that ove is dead Mok of it all™ He
sighed; ~1 can Snd in it pothing that
bss: not been found before.™

e bimeel! Bnd written pot a lttle
concerping the beauties of the sea, but
his band bad been young in sodth when
#1 held the pen. and his eyes mol yet
awenry.

He turped restlessly om the couch,
bemearving its bardness, and carsing

‘he friend whose sivice bad sent bim |

4o recreit at this little fishing town.
ibrowing all the barden of his disgust
of life and his own feeblcness into the
cursing.

Ther 'drough sad betwixt the voices
o! 1he storm came a wailing ery; the
e of 5 lost sounl wt CGnd's pates: the
err for 1he wosttainable from @he tips
-1

of »

hicher, it best sobbingly upon the
wipnd: it eried with the echo of the
geapmils’ warsing: it seatrered with
the soft sen foam; and sapk hushiug

and palpitating into the meutter of the
were« But only to rise again in 8 mei-
OC Y triumphao? as to overrice in its
grundeur the volON% of the angTy ocean.
1t was the grest sea-apirit.” safl the
Poet
twt the soond bad bhardly seemed o
come (rom 1he sea—ruther from above.
le rose and walked 10 the window.
was t the wind.” he said. sloud
w | howling. but the music

1 e b ile threw open the win-
» wed ont. The wind fell in

Lis thin face, and tossed

e sen shonted at him with

The look of the sky
wes without a glint of =

snLTY menace
| 34 L
Het apair *he musie rose; but so soft-
fr that he haoo tostrain bis cars to catch
thbe murmar of 1be balf-hoshed eradle-
song When it ceased again the voices
of the storm seemed 1o be sinkiog,
and the sea 1o be aweary of rege. The
wind feil, and icto the sky came =
white glimmer where a siiver #tar
soughl its er anoedo the heavens.
The Poet s ood there lovg. his arms

resting oo the sill, & dreasay look on

bis gl 1ounyg lace. There bad come to

Bite cre of Lose momenis which bhe

fancied b ‘: bhim forever. when his

o ke rora-out ses, could bush
> --;fg. - al petace,

j: was when. on his way fo his
be v later he passed his landiady
ot stairs that the problem of the

sr Ul be Had beard returoed

sermed in the bhouse, and
. ouse,” he murmured to
pping ber. “It bas been a
i Mre. Lewis.™
~i Tilewd and it has, =r. bat it bas
d duv cely.™
was siracge; bot | thoughs |
M-ivg 1he storm the sound of a
> we oue bas chosen & sirange
e s
“There's Mise White, sir: she bas the
L tours. She teaches the
wn—goes up every day. Bat
s Dot bren playia’ fo-night, sir;
ve sbe's ibe only one in the place thet
2L

0, 1hat expiaics MY

arne

e o T

-y

L

She must have

been playing. No doubt it was sbe 1
bearnd ™
~Lat she basn’t bees playin’ to-cight,

air: | beg yurﬂ.ﬁnn:lu it.
e iwer #1tin” 'laltemjut
it ¢ ber hesd, snd never & sound have
] teard,  She's been that &2l 100.™
ice Voet Isughed, but went ob his
wur usconrinoed “Stwmage playing for

bastily doncieg a
111 the gray of the
The thougbis of

piraivs bud somm E He bad
fonnd 1n the sen what ke

found before.
L

Wl the golden
bim. be tbhrew
1tz bed sod slept matl "
Aftrrwzrds Le ramiled npon the shore,
reinrming. tired aud m Les
to bie chamwben. .'“

“Mims White, sbie's lenvia”

i

! of earth. Rising higher and |

prelode, dainty and sweet In itself, but
the manner of its playing a veritable
triemph in medicerity. It wailed and
cried laboriously above the Poet’s bead,
and echoed above the window. Tt broke
into painful ssaiches and indifferent
rhythm.

The Poet spreang to his feet withan
exclamation of impatience. ““To spoil
that with this!™ bhe cried. "0, how can
the?™ He bit his lips wrathfully: but
be did not intend to bave his dream
altogether spoiled, and, his anger con-
quering his weariness, ran lighuly up
1he sarrow stair.

He burst irto the room of the stran-
ger witbout preface or prejude, and be-
gar, in s bigh-pitched, womanish volce:
“What in the world—" Then he paused.
for he found sbe was erying. A little,
middle-aged woman, with a wrinkled
face, and funny elfin locks that fell in
s cioud about it. She was standing in
the middie of the room, with ber music
stretched out flatly on the table. and
bher violin and bow in her bands; stand-
ing. the tears running thickiy down ber
pale cheeks, without making any at-,
tempt 10 wipe them away. !

The FPoet felt even angrier than be- |
fore. Women of that age bad no right |
1o cry so openly, be thought] It went
against all his theories. He wasangry, |
100, that he bad imagined her 1o be |
Joumg.

“\What an abominable row.,” be sajd,

savagely. “And what are you erying
about? But it is enough *omake any- |
ove ery!” He was pot far from tears

himse.!f with vexation.

She looked up a1 bim wistfully—sbe
was but s little thing—apd without any
apparent surprise at bis presence orab-
rupti emtrance. “Ah! | should not bave
played again,™ she sobbed, “aflter—aft-
er 1 had given it up.™

| 1t keeps the sun from Lthe eyes and nose]

“Then | had guested aright!™ eried
the Poet. “Yesterday it was_ renub-
cvistion, and to-day resignation. But
what bad you givem up? What bave
you repounced? To what are you re-
siguned ™

=1 den"t understand you,” she said,
sncomprebendingly. Sbhe laid ber vio
liz oo the tabie, banging over it sz a
motber does over ber child.

“When you played yesterday—"

“But | dida't piay yesterday!™ she
eried. “1 munted 10—, 3o hadiy! The
storm cried 'o me; the wind eried; and
the sen pried; snd 1 beard them ail. 1
ok my violin in my band, but | could
tell nothing of what | bearfid. O, how
apbappy 1 was! Then | drew the bow
backward and forward across the
! strings, bat without touching them,
{ snd imagived it all. 1canght the sob-
bing of the sea-god on the end of my
bow; I sent out the ery of the gulls—"

“And the spray of the sea!”™ cried the
Poet.

“Apd the eddy und gathering of the
foam—"

~And the mutter of the waves!™

“And I ibought of bow I might bave
played had not something, something
been wanting. 0. 1 eried to God togive
we the power 1o play as—as my soul
couid play, but for this thing—1kis me
that canpar.”

“The cry for the unattainable,” the
Poet whispered to himself, but she did
uot bear or beed bim. !

“] made a resolution.” She dried ber
tears briefly at the recollection of it
“God would not give me fuy desire, o
1 gave up my semblance of it, for |
wanted 10 keep my ideal. “Then, when
] bad quite made wp my misd, bow
could bave played then! Hotit would
sol come.” .

“The triumph,” said the Poet. He
swiled impereeptibly 1o himseld.

“But to-day It was all so dreary. ¥
wss all over, 2pd there was nothing lefl.
Aod after ] bad thought kow it was all
over apd my last note . Lthought
} would aguin say to my fiddle.
Aud [ fetebed It cut and played good-

~ =]

Wil you take §1 with
1 shall sever bave one agsin.”
Bbe siolin and bow in bis arms,.
' them rest there, sering only
bis dream.
tarned sway, and ber ryes
him as §f ber beart Jay i bis
ut at the door he pavsed: “You
me & gift for which 1 can
you as 1 should,” be said,
thought he was speaking of the
, and ber eyes, full of pain, smiled
’ ion of Lis worda.

od 1o twine—
oke the !ine—
or | year's

When the iate wWas begun,
The toge that were worn®™, What a mas-
nuerade!

A target! excursion on parade—

Rig souave breeches, gilt-tasseled bools,
ralnbow suil’

But thoss lads saw figh and died,
And learned te put fuss feathers aside.
There's rather business |k

something
In that dull gray slouch witheut a spike;
It's warm against the winter's snow

-
And, wet or dry, It Is devii-mRy-care,
With a very taking bulidog air.
You may poke it up, or fatten !t eut,
Roll 1t, streteh 1t or throw It aboul;

In faet, it's a rough-and-ready bat,

The Yankee himseif, for the matter of that,
I» much the same, when || comes 1o ! |2,
As his simple, useful, capable tlie—

He marches ind fights (o « “git-thar” way,
And where he lights he'smafetosiay.

Rifle shooting’s his national game—

On land or sea IU's all the same.

And & German helmet or Russian can,
Or French contraption with fancy s:rap.
Or any other foreign fak!r

Wi find, if it runs againet this Queker,

That the siouch hat's bullt to stand a fight,
Goes nicely back of a rifie-sight,

And i= Just the size for Freedom's brut—
The Yankee !ad In his gray felt hal!
=Tudor Jenks. in the Criterton.

Shopping Is Woman's Duty

Otherwise Whe Wonld Spend the
Mosey Man Raras ?

“* OU bhere!™ exclaimed the sweet-

Y faced old lady, seating herself
by = blooming young matron at the
lunch counter, The two were Mrs
Golden Wedding and Mrs, June Dride,
of Staten island., “Why, 1 didn't know
you were coming Into town to-day, my
dear,” she coutinued, “else we should
have arranged to take that tedious ride
together, 1 thought you'd finished
your skopping.”

“Does & woman ever finlsh shop-
ping?” asked the young woman, queru-
lously. “Mr.Jupe Bride hurts my feel-
ings sbout this shopping busivess
Will you tell me why men ridicule wom-
en so eterpally about shopping? We
are subjects of all sorts of newspaper
jokes because we shop, and we are con-
stantly taunted for it by those who
pretend to eare for us. Oae wonld ibink
that the chief end and aim of every liv-
ing woman's existence was to go into
the stores and buy thiogs that she
dovsn't need, just because tley sre ad-
vertised at a bargais™

AH of the women at the counter in
heariug distanee gave the author of
this outburst ay encouraging sympa-
thetic look,

“I'm dowuright glad you bronght
the suhject up, desrie,” answered Mrs.
Golden Wedding, sootBingly. “It's one
I've often wanted to speak 1o you about.
We poor women are all very mueh mis- |
undersiood abautl this shopping busi-
ness,”

“There, 1 always said sa.” exclaimed
a little woman acrass the counter, who
wade no booes about listenibg 1o the
conversalion,

“The average man thinks the aver-
sge womun enjoys shopping.” edutin-
ued the old Jady. “She does pot, but it
is the business, the duty, | may say, of
the sverage woman, and if she neglects
it ber bousebold will soon go te rack
sod ruin”

“What's that?™ asked Mrs. June
Bride, eagerly.

“Simply this: It is man's business
to make money and woman's business
to spend it. If she spends it reckless-
1y and foolishly and wastefully then
she is a faflure, but she does not do her
full duty as wife and mother unless she
knows how to spend her husbhand's
money jodiclously, wisely and well.
Mae twits woman abou! her propen-
sity for shopping. If she dida’t shop,
whe would buy things? Who has the
more spare time, the man or the wom-
an? The womarn. of course, and it's her
bhusiness 10 look owut for the best value
for her " ’,

shop.” interrupted the

mouney
“f just hate 1o
young woman. “Ialways have a head-

that

me, for no mas liked to go witha wom-
sn who looked conspicuonsly different
from other women, And that'ss good
point for every womae to remewmber,
dearie.™

“Well?™ exclainted the young ma-
tron.

“1 just flung myself in his arms and
explained the whole matter to him,
proving to him the absolute necessity
for & woman to do shopping. and @&
great deal of It. in order torun a house
without friction. He wis converied,
and from that day to this he always
speaks of shopping afa dignified pro-
feasion.”

“It is that very thing. too,” interrupt-
ed the little woman across the counter.
“Fardon my {reedom in speaking. but
you are talking sbout something that
touches all womankind, and | can’t re-
wist. A few years ago my daughter mar-
ried. Now, if she had rot been an ex-
pert shopper, they could pever have
gotten ulong on his income. but she
read the advertisements in the pupers,
and 1 don't belleve she ever spent a dol-
lar in ber life for which she has not re-
celved 100 cents” worth of goods.™

“As this seems a sort of open discus-
sion, 1 suppose | may speak also.™ put
in @ sfout woman sitting next to Mrs.
June Bride. *“No matter how much
money & msn makes, | don’t think a
woman has a right to negleet ber pro-
fession of siNipping. DBut many
How often does it happen that &8 wom-
an, when she Is first married and her
husband is poor, tries to make every

l’.t‘l.

cent count. but neglects this wifely
duty as his income increases She
leaves the marketing largely to her

cook or the butier, and that means that
the bills are three times as Iarge as
they should be: she orders her gowns
from a dressmaker or tailor without
stopping to find that she could buy the
satne material hersel! for oune dollar a
yard lesa and when she needsany thing

for the house she gets the first thing
that suits her, regardless of the fael
that by goling to another shop she could

get it cheaper. The wife of a man with
a constantly increasing has
grave responsibilities, as grave as the
wife of the man who is barely making
e living.” ;
“Quite right.” agreed
Wedding “l have no patience with
these people who say: ‘Oh, what is it
for Mrs. Astorbilt to shop? Money is
nothing to her." The more money one
has to spend the greater responsibility
in apending it. Because a woman has
all the money she wants, is it any casier
for her to keep an estabiishment with
40 rooms and 20 servants in running
order? No. Evervihing is equally pro
portioned in this world, and the more
movey one bas the more complex is its
expendilure,”
“Why doesn’t a man think of
this T nsked the newly married woman.
*“You'll find, after yvou've lived a long
while.” answered the old lady. “that
man is morea ereatare of habit than of
thought, so far as his relatioos 10 wom-
an go. [tiss babit with him tosay and
think that shopping is her most fuolish
pastime and her beat loved one, and my
opinion is that 1t will be a long time be-
fore publie sentiment in regard to this
particular thing is changed. Every
woman will have to content herself
with doing & little home missionary
work along this line among her men
folks, endeavoring to convines 1hem
that unless woman did spend a great
deal of time shopping his home would
he comfortless and cheerless and his
bills very large. Also that she can’t be
the same dainty feminine ereafure that
he loves so well if she does not person-
ully select and purchase the things
which go a very long way toward en-
hancing her looks. Were it not for the
women and their shopping I'd like to
know where the country would he.™
“1 believe you.” said in chorus half a
doren voices, and the young matron
swiled as if greatly comforted.—N. Y.
Sun.

Incomdg

.

Nirs Golden

all

Reflections of a Spinster,
Cupld is blamed for many matches
made by cupidity.
The lowest life remembers; to the
highest only Is it given 1o forget.
Money may not buy heppiness, but it

ache after a moruing iv the stores and |
nothing fags me more completely.™

“Xipe womey oot ¢f tem feel the
same way sbout it,” answered Mrs.
Golden Wedding, “but we might say so |
unotil doomsday and no man would be-
lieve us, except my husband. | gave
Lim a lesson years ago that he won't
forget.”

“Do tell me ebout W™ urged the
younger one, and all the ether women
deliberately listened,

“Well, It was this way. He twitied
me every morning and every afternoon
sbout my shopping and seemed 1o be
under the impression that [ didn't
know bow to do anything else, didn’t
want 16 know how, and that wasall [
did. | was 1o master Freoeh and

| to do so much shopping,
bul we w poor upd | eon-

will secure an imitation pleasing to
most people. :

A woman ls sald to be weak when she
is not strong enough to resist tempts-
tion for two,

When & man says he loves a woman
he usually means that he wants ber to
belp him love himsell.

Tt is possible for & apinster 1o be dis-
appointed In lovers, but only the mar-
ried are ever disappointel in iove.

He who would win a woman must
chalienge ber admiration. prove him-
self worthy of her regard, appeal to her
sympathy—and then wound her—
Myrtle Reed, in Judge.

Beer Fignres,

Hoax—You kvow behneider, the bot-
tler, who recently became & magis-
trate?

Joax—Yes,
a “'cll.': dischorged a prisoner yes-

erday was eharged with stealln

a dozen bottles of beer.” .

“Who art thou? | rhhee tell me, ,?:

And why thig honage done T
When with & ying glance at me
He proudly said: 1 am

Inventor of a car door
The brakeman cannot slam!™

Then was | “"wakened by a Jar
That drowned the engine’s seream:
The brakeman had pass'd through the car—
Alas, ‘twas but a fream!
=W. H. T Shade

B
} They Missed the ajor

By Emma A. Opper.

RS. Rouse, the Hornbecks' next<door

veighbor, sat and laughed 10 see
what a good time the llornbecks were
baving simply with a pint of molasses
and some popcorn.

Trotty Strong was making the candy,
Mrs. Rouse aiways though! of Tretty
Strong as a Horobeek, because she had
lived with them sioce her eighth year,
und she was 14 now Charley popped
the corn and Lily greascd the places
for the candy, and vhe baby sat in his

high chair and looked on

“*They make candy every Saturday
night.” said Mrs, Hornbeck, !

“They bhave the best times of ang
children 1 ever saw.” sald Mrs Rouse

“*Theyx do Fhey wou dn't have s id
Mrs. Hornbeek, “if it wasn’t for’l rotty
l‘“."!!t'_\ s a lx X and L :_\"- 1L sl
Trotiy manageseveryihing Mr liorn
beek calls hie the wwjbor What's we'd
do without her is move then | knuw
I've only one pair of hands, and ther
are thipgs that wounlda't be dune i
Trotty wasn't here 10 do them™

“| wou't hvar o her staying ont « f
school to help, nor mking 'ime when

she ought to be doimg her lessons: but

ay goodness! seemns os if Trony car
study her arithmetic and darn s1ock
ngs with one hand, and boake cookies
and take care of baby with ihe other.”

said Mrs.
And u
Mr,
e did mot langh
pick the haby,
ear. *“Mother”

o B

Hornbeek.
the milst of the jolly racuer,
Hornbeck came ix

st the hubbub, nor
pinch Trotiy's

suid, "I've

e gol a
lelte
“Dad news, father?” suid Mrs. Homn

beek, with quick alarm.

“Why. no. "tisn’t bad news,” suiid Mr
MMornbeck. M, Rouse. with kind von
siderstion, rose 1o go.

“We'lk bring rou over some candy to
morrow, Mrs. Rouse.” Trowy
Troniy was thoughtful of every body

“You say it fsn™t lod news, father.” |
saidiMrs. Horenbeck, “but you don’t look
as if It was any1! g oelse”

“Well.,” sail Mr. Dornbeck, "mother
the letter's from M 'l'u_\'nr; =urab

It"s to both of us,

sl B

-~
It"s about
I gaess I"d better remd it

* sald Trotty.
: Sarah Taj

or,” said Mrs. Horn-

beck. Her face had changed.
“They want me—" she said, *to come
and live with ‘ema! Well, | shant goa

at .-1:..

Mr. Hornbeck cleared his throat. "1t

might be good for you., Trotty, "said he. |
Trotty laughed. “You wavttoget rid
of me, father!™ she said. |
“It will be a bad day's work for the

Hornbeck fanily
you, major,” his father said. “But, you
see, Mrs. Taylor is your father’s cousin, |

when we get rid of

and 1 suppose maybe she's got some |
charm—"

“Why. no. father,” said Trotiy, wide- l
eved: “noboady’s got a claim on me bul
you avd mother, and Charley and Lily
and the baby."

“That's right!™ said Charley. loudly.

“But that isu’t adl, Trotty,” his father
said  “They're well off. They live in
8 niece big bouse, ni&n great knwn
round it; | was over Where te Payson
once, and | saw the plage.”

“Why! but, father,” sald Trotty: “bat
1 don’t want to go and live there. You
and mother took me when my mother
died and ! didn't bave anybody, and I
guees nobody else is going 10 get we
now.™

“] guesa there ain’t, either!™ sald
Charley.

“]1 guess there ain't,” Lily echoed.

Their mother had sat silent and
sober.

“If we could have our way, Trotty.”
she said, “nobody should ever get you.
But it's this way. [I've been looking
for this letter from Sarub Taylor. |
heard six mounths ago that her last
deugbter was married, and that 1ook
me back te the time your mather died,
Tm""‘-"“

“And you tock me,” Trotty put in.

Ih!r

| sides the plano—Dbig pictures and plush
| ehairs—but it didn't make any differ-

“Yes; but the Taylors eame over here
and we had » talk. Mrs, Taylor said
she was your fatber’s cousin. and | was
jost your mother's friend. and that
*twas xhe thas ought to take you.

“But sbe bhad three girls of her own,
and she saw how fore than willing |
was. She said, though, the! some time,
If her girls ever left her. maybe I'd
hear from her. And now her last girl's
married. acd she and Mr. Taplor are
alone—and I've heard from her,” aiid
Mrs, Hornbeck,

“Trotty,” she zaid, “it's fust this:

They ean do better by you. ng::'

One cvening five weeks later Mrs,
Rouse went over to the Hornbeeks', 1

Mrs. Hormbeck was darping stock-
ings. and Lily was belping ber, with
her awkward litile fingers. Charley
was in a chair by the stove, with a lan-
nel etoth tled reund his swollen eheeks.
Charley had the mumps.

“Well,” said Mrs, Rouss, *1 can't get
used to it. It does seem so funny bere
without Trottyl™

“Fuony!™ said Charley, somewbat
fiepeeiv: “if you call it fupoy!™

“There. Charley.” said his mother.
“He's been crotchery, like thal, ever
sinee Trotty has been gone™ she ex-
plained to Mrs, ltonse. “And | dou't
koow but we all bave”

“Isn't it most a mooth?" sald Mra,
Rouse,

“It's four weeks yesterday.” said
Mrs. Rornbeck. For, onee the decision
had been mude that it was best 10 let
Trotty go to the Tuylors. Mrs. Horo-"
heek, with sad firmness, had lost no
time in putting the plan into execution.
“It seems like four monthe™

“If. Trotty was here | shounldn®t be
darning stockings from Monday's wash
to Satneday might; Trotty darned all

the stockings—she wonld do it. 1 de
my best 1o kerp abead of my work, but
without Irotty, somehow—there! 1
won't complain another word!"

“1 suppose she's contented T Youcan
tell by ber letters.” sald M. Rouse.

“Well—" said Mrs, Hornbeck, du-
1§11 II\!_\.

“She I=sn"t contentedl™ ('bar‘u-_\' burst
out. The words were like a cork burst-

2 from a bottle. “She don®t like f1; 1
kpnow she ddon't She don®t want to live
winy off there with the Taviors™

“XNo. she don't.” said I‘,l‘f\‘

“She hasn't any business off there;
she bLelongs bere.” said Charley, io a
pnerulous climax of unbhappiness; it
bourt him to walk. and be growled.
“*We're so lonssome we caw't stand it

And everything bad that's happened
has happened sinee Trotly went away,
mother, basa'tit? | dov’t believe,” said
Charley. *I'd bave hnd the mumps at

all if 'I'||.!:'\'-_ been here™
“Nao, nor Lsheulda®™ have eut me with
the brend knife.

¥
shop

Nor—nor Mr. Neeson's

winlda™t have burned L:ir:" sald

Lily, with convietion.

Mrs. Hornbeck laughed, lifting the
baby from the floor. Bul ber langh was
iremuious,

Suddenly. in the silence that followed,
Charley started up. He had beard the
click of the gate lateh.

“lIi"s father,” said Mrs. Hornbeck;
but Chariey sprung from bhis chair
That light, swift step on the walk was
vot  his  father’s. Mrs. Hornbeck
paused. wotionless, but Lily scurried
10 the door.

“Trotty " she shrieked; “oh, Trotty!™

It was Trotiy; Mra. Rouse could make

out that much, though she could see
nothing bLut the feather on Trotty's
hat. Trotty herself was lost in what

scemed & whirling vortex, composed of
Churley avd Lily aud their mother, with
the baby on her arm,

“Yes, it's me,” said Trotty; “it is.
Yis.and 've come for guod, My trunk's
here, and Jim Parks is going to bring
it up. Yes, the Taylors knew 1 was
coming.”™

*Trotty, dear,” ssid Mrs. Hornbeck,

voice sbaking, “what does it
mean 2™
*lI was so lopesome, mother,” sald

Troity. simply.
me; splendid.

*They were good to
And it was all just as
father said: it’s a big house, and a
great poreh with white pillars. And
there's lovely things in the parlor, be-

ence,” said Trouy., *“l was so lone-
some all the time, lonesome for all of
yon.

“1 didn’t say anything. Bat it kept
getting worse, and 1 guess finally I .7
showed i1, because Mrs. Taylor asked
me if | was homwesick. and | said yes.
And the wvery next day,” said Trotty,
“the letter came—"

“The letter?” said Mrs. Hornbeek.

“Yes,” sald Trotty. “i've gotit,” She
found it in her pocket and read it out.

*“*Dear Trotty: Come back home, be-
cause we can't stand iU any longer
without you." Charley wrote i1, and
be and Lily signed It, and the baby. [
guess they heiped the baby some, but
be signed it,” said Trotty, with tender
langhter.

“Well, well! [ neverdreamedofit, I
never knew one word sbout iti™ said
their mother. -

Trotty folded the lettrr. “Ishall keep
i1,” she sald, “mlways. 1| showed it to
Mre. Taylor, and she asked me if 1 -
wpnted to come; and | didn't know
what to say, but [—1 eried some. And
then she and Mr. Taylor talked It over,
and—well, bere | am,” said Trotty. Joy-
ously.

It was a moment when words wouid
have been vain and Teeble. Nobody said

L

“inything but the baby, and he erowed
| loudly

and pounded Trotty with his lit-
tle soft fist, r
As for Mrs. Rouse, her freiings were
too much for her. Bhe eried softly into
her apron. Agnd there might bave been
a general flowing of happy ftears If
Troty had vot interrupted it. . :
“It's Saturday night, do you kpvow
117" sbe cried, "Where's the molssses?”
And Charley put another stick of wood
In the stove, and Lily rushed into the
peotry.—Boston Globe. s
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